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A PALACE IN GENOA.

BY EDWARD SPENCER.

XL
Inside the Iron-studded Doer.
“ La bufers infernal, che mui non resia.
Menn gli spirti eon la sue rapine;

v ep do ii mol
- - - L ] L]
Di qua, di Ta, di gie, di'su gIT mena.
Nulla speranza g i conforta mai,
Nou che di posa, ma di minor pena ™
Dancg, Igfern,, v. 31, 43.

——— ' He reemed burt,
Even as & man with his pecalinr wrong.”
Mr. Beale Lloyd had enjoyed the reputation
of being & man of exquisite tastes—one who
Lad that refined and msthetic sensuousness
which delights to be surrounded by things
pleasant to the cultivated eye. His apartment
ut the St. Boboliuk Hotel was famous among
his acquaintances for its blending of, soft lux-
ury with the costliest and most recherché ob-
jects of taste. IL was not the abiding place
of a Sybarite, for all the yielding voluptuous-
ness of its furniture; it was rather the nest, the
retreat, the place of rest, of 8 man of wealth,
of education, sud of elevated tastes, who was
fund of his own ease, and proud of his feeling
for the beautifu). Hangings and ornamenta-
tion of a subdued Renaissance style, which
had the siry grace, without the prurient glare,
of La Petite Trianon; book-cases, which might
hava held the reading of a young lady, so
dainty were they, but were stored with the
choicest collection of authors, bound in the
most elegant styles of London and Paris;
mirrors framed after classic designs ; chande-
liers that might have been modelled from some
of the few chuste patterns which are to be seen
in the Museo Borbonico at Naples, relics of
Pompeii and Herculaneum; bronzes, Sevres
vases, and eameo reliefsi—all these were gath-
ered there, not crowded, but just enough in
number, and rare enough in richness, to please,
to attrsct, to be most effective. Besides, there
were portfolios of engravings, mostly the choi-
cest artist-proofs, aud laboriously selected from
the most renowned works of the most famous
buring of all ages; there were miniatures, in
real Parian, of the first sculptures, and, on the
walls, hung & few select land from the
pencils of the best artists, both of Europe and
America—small, but costly works ; and none
bad, not even an indifferent one, among them.
To sit surrounded by these luxuries of comfort,
feasting one's eyes upon these glories of art,
and joining with the banker in cenversation
upon artistic or literary subjects, was a refined
pleasure which the few to whom it was permit-
ted did not soon forget, nor cease 1o long after.

And, if we compare his second choice of a
domasin, after he had fallen from the possibility
of these enjoyments, we may estimate very ac-
curately the extent of that fall, the degree of
the change wrought in him, and the anormit
of the torture and punishment which he deem
it necessary to infliet upon himself, in expia-
tion of his enme. :

Born, 80 to speak, in the purple, he fled, like
the King of Babylon, to the waste places, and
grovelled as a beast. In falling from his high
estate, he did not, a8 some princes have done,
clothe himself in sackeloth, and sit sorrowful
in the courts of his palace, like Mordecai at
the gate. On the contrary, he fled the palace,
and took refuge inside the iron-bound door of
a dungeon. And, as the distance was between
that soft and beautiful room in the St. Bobolink,
and that dark, bare dungeon, that dismul, damp,
foetid, morbific Oublietie under the Palazzo
(Yieco, even 80 great was the transition from
Beale Lloyd, Esq., banker, of Wall street, and
the fugitive, restiess Mr. William Beale, who
was hiding himself in those dismal vaults in
Genoa.

A long, narrow cell, with high ceiling ; one

grated window, that permitted searce a ray of

light to intrude ; four sombre walls, cemented
over with some fanercal-colored preparation, and
bare entirely, save one inscription, which added
tenfold to the gloomy suggestions of the place;
a scrawled inscription, saying : * Ok Ser Bran-
ca! perla Somma Virtudi Dio, Giveaani foc-
co implora pidta " Was this entresty for mer-
cy, piteously made in the name «f God's Su
preme Goodness, was it answeced, or did the
forlorn wretch, chained perbaps to that rusty
ring-bolt in the floor, abide there, in the straw,
and the darkness, till the chill Angel tonched
him, and there was ao darkness any more ?
Either way, had w¢ to live there, we would
rather this inscription were washed out. Con-
sider also the marble paved floor, which denied
the sunlight, was never quite dry, but seemed
always as if the snails had traced to and fro
across it. Consider the weight, the security,
the massive repulsiveness of that low door,
which was all iron within, and banded, black,
bolted, like the safe of & bank. Mr. Lloyd kept
his books, when he did business in Wall street,
behind sueh a door as that, and now—the door
closes upon him, and he has trusted the key o
his lost honor! 1lo! whither has the warden
fled ? A prisoner is dying! Consider the cold
air of the place, with its earthy smell, that falls
upon you, and, in & moment, lessens the life ol
your pulse. Consider the infernal thoughts, the
abortive fancies, the monstrous imaginings, nat-
urally procreated of such a place—the legiti-
mate and necessary offspring of all Bastiles,
solitary cells, Cachots, Oubliettes. Cousider all
these things, and then remember that, in this
place, with but a swinging lamp, that sheds a
dismal and sickly light around ; a rongh, mis-
erable bed ; a single chair, and & paper-strewn
desk, for his pecaliar use, this Beale Lioyd has
passed the greater part of an entire month, self
pnsoned ! :
Two uecessities, and a madly indulged pur-
pose, had ion of Besle Lloyd, when first
be became the lessee of Palazzo Cieco: The
necessity of escaping from men ; the necessity
of work, to save himself; and the e and
hope of redeeming his name and credit, by
means of that work. He must escape from his
fellows, or go mad ; he must toil to exhaustion,
or thought would turn in and corrode upon
itself; and he must work with system and’ jp-
telligence, or all his schemes would end in afr.
When he reached (Jenoa, excitement, and the
fierce anxieties of his journey and escape, had
combined to make him almost mgd. He could
scarce indeed restrain himsell from Dreaking
30; publicly into the convulsive Th.o and
elinous cries of positive mania. bright
sunlight of Genoa seemed to soorch his bram,
like the breath of & Iunmh H mmhnsdmm
ing waters, in their sparkling, to his -
5‘-‘1131! mil::!, the nemhlanee%f a miﬂiouh;‘wrd] f:,
rawn ageiswst him, and menacing ife ;
while the exuberance of color he saw all around
him filled his eyes, he said, with horrid images
of blood and carasge. The cool corridors and
lofty halls of his palace gave him no relief; but
rather, by their suggestions of immensity, tend-
«d to aggravate his malady, Demented, raving,
Be bad fled hither and thither, up aod down,
through the house, watched and ﬁslnmvd bythe
anxious until, weary, worn out by the
fury of his madness and the exhaustion of his
voyage, he had dashed into this gloomy o.‘lh
aud, dinging himself upon the filthy straw, h
gotten a long-needed and refreshing sleep. Af
terwards, the vivid and elogquent contrast be-
tween this dismal Qublietie, and his rooms at
the St. Bobolink, had struck hi i ies ;
and, in spite of George's
mined that here he woald
here tormeut himself contin
completed his plans for his own
and restoration.
But his work ? Ah, that was the most piti:
fal, the most saddening feature in the
¢8se| Nothing in all the varied fortunes of

ies, be deter-
stay, here labor, sad |
nily until he had
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ic? was now itk Besle Lloyd
at 5 “and far-knc wo !.“ ¢ as he
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to originate, mature, and ageowjlish some of
the mest daring monetary projects that had ever
startled the most enterprising ity on the globe ;
peculiarly famous for his ability n giving char-
acter and prominence to unknowa or obscure
undertakings ; he had yet never, in the days of
his greatest elevation, and mos€ adventurous
action, conceived, worked outor put into
figures, any financial projecy thet could com-
pare, in originulity, grandevs, oF lextent, with
the schemes which now lay yiptered out upon
his desk, ready to be set in raotiy%. But alas!
like the old mathematician helad the lever
there, and the fulerum, arnl bi; power was
weighed and estimated to a min-m, but—who
could find him & Pov 8tc)} re was no
stand-point possible ; and s¢—tie world must
abide unmoved, the giganti§ scvmes fall, still-
born, to the ground! ;

Not that Mr. Lloyd bad et miade this dis-
cor, Up to this time, hehad confined him-
self to the development and msturing of his
various plans, which were 3o nterlace with,
and interact upon each other, and thus mutu-
ally acquire strength and fow;r to succeed.
Not until he bad perfectly worke. ! them all out,
and satiafactorily determined th: srder of their
suceession, would he startls L world with
them. And such schemes the:gmrre, to be surel
His capital was large, but™set being quite
ensugh for his purposes, hl&l first s lit-
tle to it. How? ?;n,be sustured a plan
by which, given a certain aggart of capital, he
could not do otherwise than wjn ¢ the game of
Faro! Armed with this pr jé&, Ru was to
be dispatched to Baden, to ': the gamblers
there. This would give him, shy .3200,000 more.
Seeond, it was a truth, demougirihle by figures,
that in a series of bets upon the English horse
races, assuming that they wevé conducted with-
out fraud, one's book could L )'so arranged, (by
taking a per centage of « agaiost the
“ field,”) as to make the propdriion of loss to
gain as 210 3. Upon this Poini, he was about
to open a correspondence with & London * bet-
ting office.” Trs‘d. by n strict tocourse to the
“ Caleulus of Probabilities” La jiud discovered,
and proved, beyond cavil, a »petiiod by which
he could (by risking only 30 (®r cent.) win
one prize in every three dr.g’ngvn( the Ham-
burg lottery—thus havin @ ussurance of a
profit of over two hundred-ser -gent., in a fre-

nently recnrring and per jancnt institution !
]“uurt . He argued, that, “ace ke had fallen
to the lowest depth, since “hére was no plus
ultra of degradation for hil -, frni’ as the sweet-
est, most delicate ;
from the Rlthiest, foulest-oderec ‘things, so it
wounld be proper for him to g#¢ whatever base
means to restore himself, si. e, once elevated
again to his former pinnac, i@ could both
wash hig hands forever of the £ vi'a connections,
aud also make proper restitc "on_avhere he had
done wrong or wflicted injui-  And the result
of this sopbistic reasoning w8 determination
to embark for a while in thes v grade/ to dis-
tch four ships to the co ¥ Africa, and
[:-.-! four oarzoes of slaves:igne in Cuba, one
in Texas, one in Bouth Carolion, one in Missis-
sippi. If tico of these vescils went safe, his
profit would be six fold—if ag of them succeed-
ed, he would have no nee 1goew the infa-
mous adventure. Fifrh. tplans, all of
which were the result of whatgk: had satisfied
himself was a rational and egrict appliestion
of the law of probability tosms lers of chance,
he set apart, scheduled as prdor jnary. When
his original capital should haive, wen angmeut-
ed, in these ways, until be as put in posses-
sion of a million and a halt of dollars, anen-
cumbered, (in addition to whe! be had set apart
for the maintenance of his Duwfly in Genoa,)
he was then to embark upor=the. grand specu-
lative seas of Earope, amr tz#il he could not
conquer back what he hac™ His plans
were as follows : a million, to%ise 1s * counters,”
in speculation ; a half million 4% serve as a cor-
ruption fund, to forward his it lests. For ex-
ample—he would have his mwni - ready, say to
buy shares in the Credit sob.lier. h’i a
bundred thousand or two Bur thousand
dollars, he would procure fale *legraphic re-
rts, which would depress t=s vhirket? “ The
‘mperor is very ill at Egarriz;” or “the
Prince Napoleon has had 'a sf8ious fall—in-
jured internally;” or “ Our < has suffered
a reverse near Varna." These rumors might
beat down the market frop § io 20 per cent.
Bat, even in the lowest evely with his immense
margin of & million, be d double his capi-
tal at every venture, and, with small risk, re-
store himself to his formet position, before
many months had goue by.

Full of these distempered and outrageous
views, the unhappy man had lsbored on durin
the month, developing all e intricacies an
minutiae of his schemes, with an accaracy, s
consistency, a skill, and a gigautic industry,
which was only approached by the stupendous
enormity, extravagance, and irrationality, of the

regises upon which he based his whole fabric.

ut though, so far, there was “ method in his
madness,” we caunot doubt that he was insane
upon financial subjects; and the bearings of
such a monomania are too familiarly known to
every reader, for us to have need of pausing to
exrl&in, or of studying to apologize, We have
only to do with these exlranfnucu of Beal
Lloyd, so far forth as they, and their study, an
maaipulation, were part of his life in the Oub-
liette. They were never attempted fo be car
ried out; they were mever even copied, nor
transmitted abroad ; mere fungi of the dungeon,
rad of the distempered brain of its occupant,
tne sole importance they have in our eyes is
the partial light re from them upon the
mental and moral condition. of their unhappy
originator,

And the most trifling reflection upon the
substance of these ychemes cannot fail to con-
vince us that Lloyd had grown mad, so far ag
business was concerned. Apart from the wild
impracticability of the schemes th their
eharacter proves this fact, irresistibly. Here was
s man, who, becanse of & dishonest act, which
his circamstances, his position, his temptations,

isl, was ’llnﬁlm ]
dition of shame, sgony, d made him
the courage
to attempt it, and so shocked, shattered, aver-

tarned his mind and soul, that he was in mo-
\ of becoming s maniac. And

find man, ia the very extrem,

this: He is
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 Could we say aught else than
mad ; take him away! And Beale
Lloyd's case is not less salient in i licable
circumstances, unless we say of him : He

omadt '

. Waas he then 89 insane as to be irresponsible
in every respect? the reader will ask. By no
mieavs; for, hahm,nwﬂlﬁhwmrlg{uo

Sde T

introduce him upon these pages. The man's
mind was strong and vi his moral natare
was. sensible, and, withal, he was suffer-
ing » disease which tended to call out all
his irregularly, of course—morbidly,
wit] starts and jerks, that threatened to
visit damage upon the whole ma-
chine. This disease we may call (for lack of a
com ve word) remorse for a positive

crime, complicated with shame for a proud soul
disgraced. And dur interest in the man consists
in our study of the of this disease, the

nected with him, and the portraying of our rea-
doubts as to whether t.rh?gdiuuawill
the mag, or the man will fling off the
ligéise. It is enpbatics 8 historic interest
having due regard to the relations of moral and
ﬁaiucll causes with moral and physical effects.

ut, besides his work, the occupant of the
Oublietle bas other matiers of concern; for in-
stance, his thoughts. Brave company for him
were those th ts! as he sat there, day after
day, night sﬁar‘nigh_tf his jaw sunk, his lip
quivering, his brow clouded—brave company
indeed! ha! ha! what a mad dance they were
ever wooing him to join! What bursts of wild-
est revelry they shouted at his ear, aud asked
him to contribute a voice to! And how, when
be would refuse, they wreaked their vengeance
wpon him by night, coming in troops, like
fairies to a revel, tumbling over him, pricking,

inching, biting him, propping open his eye-
ds, and robbing him of sleep! Brave com-
any! Night after night they came, till at

t bhe was beginning to laugh with them, and
shout, and dance, ang revel with them, and to
be in every way as mad as they, when—-a
friend came to his aid, and, saving him for the
nonée, straightway took possession of him, as
the ® 0ld Man of the Bea” assumed manorial
rights over Sindhbad the Sailor.

Bo, strictly speaking, we were wrong when
we said Mr. Lloyd was alone in the Qublietie,
behind the iron-studded door. Yes, indeed,
quite to the contrary. Leaving his thoughts
out of the question, he had company—most
excellent, distinguished, and honorable compa-
ny, indeed | A Chigf Guest, namely, who had
ut his beck and nod an innumerable retinue
of servants and followers; a Guest to whom he
was under real obligations, equally for services
rendered, and, he fancied, for the pleasure
itself of his company ; a Guest who bad feasted
at many and fumous tables in his time; who
had kept company with Mahommed in the
desert, when he wrote the Koran; who had
whispered in the ear of Paracelsus, lecturing
to students at Basil, and consoled him, dying
in the hospital of Salzburg ; who says to the
weary courier in India, ¥ Forward! I am with
thee!"” and to the idle Turk in Stamboul,
“Rest! I am by thy side!” a Guest who has
sustained the mild benevolence of Wilberforce,
and belped out the logic of stately Llandaff;
who hag oiled the wings of De Quincey's rhetoric
for its unexampled flights, and dived “ deeper
than ever plumpmet sounded” into the fathom-
less abysses of Coleridge's speculations. A
mighty magician was this Guest, whose wand
was supreme over the realms of dream and
vision, and at whose bidding all the panoply
and pomg of Fancy would take on gorgeous
array, and move belore the eye with the stately
splendor and inflnitesimal variety of cloud-
forns passing athwart the sky! Of Rest, too,
wad he the seeming Master; and therefors
most cherished by the citizen of that dark Ou-
blistte. A (Guest, bowever, not easily to be got
rid of; who demanded, in return for his par-
tial favors, the supremacy claimed by that ty-
rannical Old Man of the Sea; who eounld haunt
with spectres, as he could endow with dreams;
and who, for the temporary Rest which he
gave, exacted the base allegiance of a slave.
And this Guest, who saved Beale Lloyd from
the mad dance of Thonght, gave him Rest, and
mounted upon his shoulders, was, afier all, but
a villainous, dark-hiued Bottle-Imp, a malicious,
grinning fiend, an Homunculus, whose name
was—Opiom |

“No claws, no tail!™ says the Orthodoz,
speaking jof Oberon, in that wild Intermeszo
in “ Faust.” “ Yet, it stands beyond a doubt,
that, even as ‘ the gods of Greece,’ so is he, too,
a devil.” And we may assert the same thing
of this fiend, whom Mr. Lloyd had taken to
his bosom, deaming him a fricnd and benefic-
tor. However he may disguise and mask him-
self, we cannot long enjoy his company with-
out this terrible discovery of the cloven-foot.
True, he had advantaged the banker so far,
that, by his timely interposition, the unhappy
man was saved from immediate insanity. But,
in 8o doing,-he ¢charmed the man with his sub-
tle, serpent charm, and, taking advantage of
that fascination, assumed the mastery over his
life; and, once supreme, led him much
farther into the realm of horrors than he had
ever been d ed before. Out went they in
fact into the very Blocksberg of Fantasy, where
for a time the Faust of our story danced, all
ensnared and fascinated with the fiend, the
fair one, the Lilith, who talked to him of lovely
apples, and seemed the incarnation of every
queenly virtue, the well spring of all firm-based
happiness—but; suddenly—*“ah! in the mid-
dle of her song, sprang s red mouse out of her
mouth !  After that, there was no need of
further disguise, as there was no possibility of
it—and Lilith punished his disgust by trans-
forming herself into—Medusa.®* Do you re-
member that couplet in the “ Ancieut Mar-
iner?"

“The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she,
Who thieks man's blood with ecld.”

I think Coleridge meant opium then. Now,
we may lay it down as a general principle, that
the injury resulting from the habitual use of
this drug consists in the fact that it PAMPERS
whatever is most morbid in each of us. “ He
that thinks beer, will dream beer,” says De

uincey ; but he will dream of flagons fit for the

rserk's use in Valhalla, of huge as the
great tun of Heidelberg, of froth like the foam
of & storm-lashed/ses, and bar-rooms wide a3
space. Invariably, this foul fiend, having got-
ten the mastery of us, finds out, and perverts to
his awn use, oor leading thought, our principal
trouble; our ruling exity, our most lament-
able failing. This, in his possession, is sure to
be made the subject of his malicious manipuls-
tion ; to be warped, twisted, tarned like a glove,
pulled this way and that awry, idealized
or brutalized—always

recognisable feature of its original self, and so
continued ever in its close relations to ourselves,
In this way, the grinning Fiead, after flattering
Lloyd with some hours of rest, soon pampered
uphil-i.!r{, g and in dreams;
until, finally, his last state was worse than the
first. And when he would have reproached it,
the Fiend, dragging him eyer on relentless,
among the fopl scenes efiloohbu‘g, and push.
ingly, despsiringly, past the gibhel-moynted
Rabenstein_of hia lost hopes, llighlﬂ[l;md
to him, in the words of M : % Now
agsin we are gt oyr wits' end, gud so soon |
Just the way with you your sense snap-
ping always with overstrain when you have

ten so far. Why dost thou enter into w-
ship with HMuMMgﬁu‘.

it? Will'st fly, and art not safe

[ and perverted, but always made to retain some | .

himself at least, as the freshly-made Woorali.
These three features of his situation, thén, be-
came the instruments by which the Opium-
Howuneulus lashed this unfortunate wretch on-
ward: into the very Maleboge of life. And the
medium of his torture was, chiefly, the Dream.

Awske, what principally haanted and dis-
turbed him—child of Opium, this—was an ex-
aggerated, perpetual, hideous Dkeap. What-
ever occupied his thoughts at the moment, was
sure to be perverted, soiled, made foul and
loathsome, and not to be tonched, by this all-
pervading Dread. Now, hated monster, it wonld
rear its head, groen, jaundiced, hollow-eyed, and
tnke on the guise and form of Jealousy. An-
other time, with ears intent for every sound,
with stealthy step and bilious eye, sharp-glanc-
ing underneath the brow, it crept along, sowing
tares amony the wheat, and poisoning his every
thought, being Suspicion. Again, with face all
pale, and horrent hair, with lips blue and trem-
bling, glances athwart, ears haunted by the
ghosts of sounds, with quaking step, blood all

a-chill, and ing «f the flesh snd
bomes, it raled his wofal hoars, confesging itself
to be Fear. Bo, then, it comes to this, (he

would miserably fancy.) My children hate and
shun me; Rupert, enamored of his sports,
thinka not of his poor old father, who is toiling
to bring him back his name ; Helen, why, she
will play by the hour with that little Pepe, in
the n, which, if I show my face, presto|
she laoghs no more. If they suspect I will
make my appearance at meals, they keep away;
Rupert 18 engaged to dine at Caffé Greco, with
a friend, forsooth ; and Helen, she has a head-
ache. Always a headache! And my wife, ah,
she leved me once, as few men have been
loved—ought she not to have done so, when I
Esva up such bright prospects for her, and in
er cause have kept up such a life-long decep-
tion ?—she, too, is estrunged, thinks no more of
me, despises me, perhaps. There was a time,
when I could rest my head upon her bosom, and
be consoled, whatever my trouble ; but now she
has her children, she knows that her income is
safe, and enough, and—I am no longer wanted.
Perhaps the broken-down defaulter is an en-
cumbrance, and a shame, who would be well
out of the way. No word of pity for my for-
lorn nﬁony, no gentle touch nor kindly gesture
to make me feel that, with ker at least, my dis-
grace has not banished her love. No, nove of
that; only the constant reproof and accuosation
of her sighs, her silence, her pale, passive face,
that says to me ever, plainer than words : “ You
have brought shume upon yourself, upon me,
upon our children. You canuot, dare ot ask
me to respect you. Ah, God! has it come to
this, that I, with all my pride, with all my su-
premacy, have no right nor no courage to re-
sent such treatment? Even George, my (riend
in need, my once-faithful servant, my very
suviour, even he is estranged, and has deserted
me, 83 the rats desert the sinking ship, to make
his peace with Helen. Poor wretch, I, a king
once, honored of all, like Richard, and now
there is “ none to say God bless him!” How
long, I wonder, can a man endure and bear u
inst these tortures of Hell? 8o, they talE
of their racks and thumb-screws, of their pluck-
ing out of finger-nails, of their fiery farnaces,
snd their “ pears of anguish ;" but what is the
twisted, torn, scorched, squeezed, flayed flesh, in
comparison with this bitter mental tortare, this
guawing of the thoughts about the throbbing
beart ?
But I have seen it long—they cannot deceive
me, however much they may dissemble. [ am
to be got rid of. That is clear. I am in their

ways shrink from contact with me—they know
it, and they wish to escape from what will al-
ways be a blight upon their fame, an ohstacle
to their fortunes. Once fled and gone, in other
climes and with another name, wealthy and
prepossessing, who will suspect in them the
forger’s family! Well, let them go. I have no
right to ask them to wait the few short weeks,
until these damned rats have gnawed their way
completely out, and 1 am—where? No, never!
Sooner will 1 forget the laws of natare, murder
them in their beds, or blow this accnsed shadow-
haunted house up with my own hand, than be
thus heartlessly Ie&ert.ed[ Let them wait—they
know not wkat I am now devising. They guess
not how soon the wealth will begin to pour in
again, and I, sweeping away all scores, and
blinding all men’s eyes to this stain with the
splendid glitter of gold, shall onee more take
my rightful-rank among the Princes. Aha!
why does Ropert seem so anxious to learn
my plans? Does he suspect how grand they
are? Would he rob me of them, take the eredit
on himself, and make his own the wealth which
is rightly mive? Safe—safe are ye yet, my
papers; and, if careful watching can keep ye
80, safe yo shall remain. Safe? But then, O
God, perhaps not safe for mel Perchance
some error, some figure dropyed, some wrongly
caleulated sum—and then? Ruin, ruin, ruin !
Have I not proved them, twice and thrice, and
many times proved them? Aye, but perhaps
not carefully enongh—my poor head, so op-

ressed with its burden of woe, s0 aching and
Eel'ogged by that accursed drug, which sneers
at me from the botile there—who would won-
der if some fatal error had ecreptin? To-mor-
row, to revise them once again. But—to-mor-
row—perhaps, it will be too late. Oh, this
carse of Hell which follows me! Can I trust
George? 1 must watch him, Even his fidel-
ity, of which I was 80 sure, must not be exposed
to temptation. I was tempted, and 1 fell!
Werner—do I not know his spirit of revenge ?
Did I not see how he hunted poor Fowler,
even to his grave—not stopping fhere, even, but
writing his memory down, with lie and slan-
der! And can I expect be will forgive or for-
get me? No—even now his agents are on the
track, I know—perhaps have found me out.
He cannot get the money back, but—he can
have his revenge, and he ia just the man will-
ing to pay handsomely for it. To-morrow may
bring it on—his vengeance and my shame—my
chiltf ren exposed to gibe and scoff, and I—ban-
ned, hound-hunted, up and down the world!
'Tis 8o easy for him to do it, too. An agent
here in Genos, with money—GQGeorge corrupt-
ed—a false charge trumped up, to get me into
prison, and prevent my escape; and then—all
18 over! Perhaps the thing is even now im-
pending, Who was that low-browed cur T saw
in such close converse with George this morn-
ing? Ah—lucky I bethought me, there in
Liverpool, to secure that Prussic acid! A
hand laid on me for arrest—it goes to m
mouth, and all is over; I go—I dare not as
whither, but, at least, beyond pursuit!
them beware how they drive a desperate man
to bay. And let George beware how he betrays
me. I have his pistols yet—and time was,
when, for a few scudi, one could hire s very
een poiguard in Genoa! Ah—ha—'tis black,
the horizon.

+  St! Ah! who touched the door? Is the holt
shot? Aye—and these pistols at my hand.
Could one see me from yon windows? No, I
think not. Yet, some one is moving out there;
I can here the stealthy tread that copfesses evil
purpose. These seqwling rogues about
place—I haye alwgys sus
ihln Z’r‘“’m& éﬂo d

gre, of un Tge s3ys,
that they think | knznmr mane;gl u.‘ﬁ waplt.
Wha if they should find their way in here some
night, stranjy enough ta averpower me ?
dered in my sleep|
shudder, To die thus—ch, may I be spared so’
much, at least!
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“ ' For the Nations! Ers.
NEW YEAR'S EVE,

Ta the grim North, amid sppulchral solitudes
fit. for the dying year. A frozen sea, fringed
with hortid beadlands, snow-covered granite
butiresses; (that scowl beneath the apectral
lances ofthe Aurora. Thehull of & ship loom.
ing dimly above the ice-locked waste of waters—
man's noblest symbol of motion bound in the
embrace and paralysed by the agencies of
Nature. !
1 sweep with the fierce blast upon this ocean
ceiling, inits pauses hear the tramp of the bear
of hummucks, and stand npon the deck.
What! are the old Norse gods at revel here,
roaring their runes over g mead, a robust
welcome to the lusty young Year? Hark!
%S, landlord, 811 the fowing bowi "—
A Christigas catch, to be sure ; there is nothin,
Scandipavian in'that ; no Jm’:'iing from -kunﬁ
here, afier all. A rifl in the revelry, and “ Auld
Lang Syne” fallsin plaintive cadence upon the
ear ; fay ear, listening alone beneath the star-
less cope, while from the horizon streams a
quivering light to tell its mysteries in muter
music to the ear of Space.
Musing in the saddle, amid the muffled tramp
of maay feet. A long black line moving monot-
ononsly over a sea of gray. I look upon the
stars; & dark purple sky is jeverywhere above
me, and from it lapguid seintillations drop
through the warm, wide air. The dark-purple
sky is everywhere above me, and all about the
great Bshara. Hushed are| the noises of the
caravan, exceptthe merchant's stifled cry when
he sees in his sleep the charging Bedouin, and
from time to time some camel-driver's chant.
The scene vanishes ; nor yet at once, for [ am
still eonscious of & swaying motion in the sad-
dle, which mocks by withboldling me, almost in
their presence, from old oompanions. At
length, like the last spasms lof a pilgrim saffo-
cating in the simoom, the iinpressions of my po-
sition become feeble and fhr spart. Then I
know it to be midaight in & eity, and, standing
in the shadow of an accustomed spire, I gaze
upon windows where, through cortains of scar-
let stuff, a warm, inviting glew of light gushes
on the street; but & moment, and with
elastic step burst upon a scene of merry-making.
A glare of gas and glass, & little misty wit
cigar smoke; a shout of recognition—*" Hur-
rahl my boy! late, butin time for Tom Steele’s
ma::a:::m +—"" — just then, the old white
be Sheik whirls by on his plunging mare,
:)I:n&:i: me ';;Lhakhil Jburnoase, and o;ge more
e - is eve m
and mrytl;:?re sro{md mm:u.“ i
Tracking a frozen river, apace with the lope-
ing wolves that shew black and gaunt when

Scaling a steep hill-side, where thé bare arms,
fitfully contorted, of moaning trees seem to
threaten or implore, as if each trunk contained
a tortured spirit. On an open platean, & team
of oxen standing straggled across a sled-track,
their red chests powdered -with their frozen
breath. A huge log slipped from its fastenings,

nd underneath a human fiice—'"tis all I see,
8 haod rigidly clutehing the strained

;g , face upturned in fixed, impassive
agony. ‘The old companion #f tho ages, Dearn,
sacrifices to the New Year!

Night still, on the great deep. Night now a
fair young nun—the trade-winds dallying with
her tresses, and the Southern cross upon her
breast. I listen to the straining of the sails,
and watch the vessel's phosphorescent wake. A
broad shaft of silvery light creeps from the hori-
zon, and rests upon the gently-heaving bosom
of the sea. It is the moon rising, Venus like,
instinet with beauty, until her white disc, half:
emerged, arches with the ocean. And so I
gaze, and greet in fancy summer isles where
these same wanton trade winds wander at will,
and taste the breath of sleeping groves. The
steward’s voice disturbs my reverie—* Eight
bells, sir; and Captain Marlin would like you
to join him in a glass of grog to the New
Year.”

“ Another back-log, Johnl
night.

ex
¢

'Tis a surly
Sam, bring a pitcher of cider—shut the

whistles, “ Cease, rude Boreas,” unconscious of
an iovisible eritic. Suddealy he stops, and
mutters, “ Twenty years ago'to-night.” 1kuow
there is a shadow on his face, although I can-
uot see it, for he rests his head upon his hand.

Then he slowly says, “Welll welll” and
then, seeming to break from the grip of a sad
memory, he bends hurriedly forward, and stirs
the fire. Sam, I think, bas tapped a whirlwind,
such a gust comes at his heels. He sets the
capacious pitcher, a Dutch burgomsaster in
crockery, upon the shining cherry table, and,
as the fire-light flickers upon the topaz-colored
beverage sparkling in the glasses——

“ A happy New Year!”

“ Why, Buri., have I been asleep? A New
Year it is; and there are the chimes !

‘Ring out wild bells across the snow,'

Philadelphia, Pa. D. B. C.

Avppisox axp Irvive.—At the meeting of the
Massachusetts Historical Society for the pur-
rou of honoring the memory of Washington
rving, Profs. Longfellow, Holmes, Felton, and
Edward Everett, made beautiful and appropri-
ate addresses. From that of Mr. Everett we
make the following extract:

 Mr. Irving's manner isoften compared with
Addison’s, though, closely examined, there is
no resemblance between them, except
that they both write in & simple, unaffected
style, remote from the tiresome stateliness of
Johnson and Gibbon. It was one of the witty
but rather ill-natared sayings of Mr. Samuel
Rogers, whose epigrams sometimes did as much
injwm ds:lo his u;::n kind o}n‘l nature
as id to the victim of bis pleasan
Washingion Irving was s ond Warers
judgment which, if seriously dealt with, is alto-
er agide from the merits of the two writers,
who have very little in comnion. Addison had
received a finished classical education at the

man of books, and had a decided taste for lit-
erary criticism. Mr. Irving, for a man of let-
ters, was not a great reader, and if he

e g S e h s

wrotemeth!.invgsnhi}pgelﬁ %:
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ceeds Addison in versatility and range, quite as

important quality of classical tincture ; while
as & great national historian, our countryman
reaped laurels in a field which Addison never
entered.”

INKLINGS FROM THE FRONTIER;
on,

LIFE ON THE PLAINS AND ADVENTURES IN
THE TENTED FIELD.

Caxr ox Bugna Vista Prax.
To the Editor of the Nutional Era :

Cooper and Longfellow, and vther novelists
and poets, have drawn fanciful pictures of the
North American Indian. They have portrayed

essence of valor and noble daring, the noblest
of nature's own noblemen, s perfect type of
manly beaaty and human symmetry ; the beau
ideal of graceful manners, sttitndes, and evolu-
tions ; the Adonis of the mountains, forests, and
plaing, who reams at will over the vast extent
of his awn hunting-ground,
These ideal teachers of the public mind bave
taught the reading classes, the more refined ol
society, to love and admire their wild, red breth
ren, and, to regret that a race so noble, aud
once so numerous and powerful, are now fast
passing away, dropping off from earth, and be-
ing gathered to the epirit-land of their fathers.
Among the pictares of our aboriginal brath-
ers, painted on the impressible cauvas of imag-
ination, and hung up in the balls of ourideality,
are to be found pictures of Indjan chiefs and
warriors, gay fellows, tall, and graceful, athletic,
muscular, and lithe of form, attired in pictur-
esque and gandy costumes, with nodding plumes
waving from their fantastic head-dress, mount-
ed on spirited, prancing steeds, with large, flow-
ing manes and tails, and chasing down the buf
falo, elk, deer, or anteldpe. Some are ronning
a-tilt at full charge with glistening bladed lance
poised, and just about to strike death to the
game; others, with bow and quiver, are send-
ing arrows with mortal precision into the vital
parts of the victims of the chase, while others
are careering hither and thither, apparently for
the sole purpose of sporting with and teasing
the doomed animals they will make their meals
of in due time. Pictures of sage, grave sachems,
gathered around the council fires, soberly smo-
king their tomahawk pipes and looking wise,
while one of their number towers up, straight as
an arrow, declaims in termsof glowing eloquence
against the wrongs aud oppression received at
the hands of the pale-faces, and with upturned
eyes and outstretched arms implores the Great
Spirit to aid the yong warriors in protecting
their hunting grounds, their wigwams, and their
tender maidens. Pictures of fierce warriors,
imly painted, and equipped for the war path,
yelling, shrieking, prancing, whirling, and ges-
ticulating through the horrid, exciting mazes of
the wardance. Pictures of the most %ﬂivl
hases of Indian life; groups of squaws hoe-
ing in the maize patches, or carrying food,
wood, and water, to the wigwam-village ; '.:rel’.-
ty, bright-eyed maidens, with long, Howing hair,
black and glossy as the raven's winz, and grace-
fully floating in the breezes as they move about
their daily avocations; pounding maize in &
large mortar with a round stone; boiling hom-
mony in & quaint kettle, hung on « tripod over
s small fire; broiling venison, or rossting a
turkey on 8 queer spit over a round heap of
glowing coals ; dressing skins, or working beads
into moceasing or other articles of Indian cos-
tume, or gaily gambolling over the greensward
with lesser children.

All these pictures have been pleasantly oon-
templated, and elicited the warm admiratien of
our enthusiastic natures. Many a tear of ten-
der sympatoy has been shed in pity for the poor
Indian, Many an utopian plan has been form-
ed for their civilization, their intellectual, so-
cial, moral, and religious advancement. But,
alas, the white man, with all his religion, learn
ing, and wisdom, has failed to know his red
brother, to learn his great wants, or how to ap-
ply efforts for his good.

The modern tourist, who journeys westward,
and comes in contact with wandering tribes, or
rather with the remmants of once flourishing
and powerful tribes, now leading a wandering,

recarious, halfstarving life, humbled, dispirit-
ited, degenerated, do not find that grand, noble,
and romantic type of humanity which his pre-
couceived notions and ideas of the race had
led him to anticipate. And he at once jomps
into the opposite extreme. His high-wrougkn
fancies and sanguine expectations, induced by
his ideal literature and poetry, have not beeu
realized, and be flies into a passion. He feels
that be has been deceived, and, in plain Saxon
language, he says that Cooper, Longfellow, Em-
erson Benneti Captain Mayne Heed, and the
whole host of Indian character delineators, have
lied. He accuses all men of letters, who have
writtep. s line sbout the aboriginal race, of falsi-
fying @dlture and ignoring truth for the sako of
retainmg or creating the beautiful. You re
member that ex-Judge Wilson, a Provincial
lawyer of moderate abilities, who happened to
make a tour through Mexico, not long since,
made & similar accusation against the historian,
Prescott, our Prescoit, of whom the American
people are justly prond. Our modern tourist re-
ceives new impressions,a new revelation, and
conceives new opimions, which he is nothing
loth to bequeath society through its favorite
media, the press—(to-day, the moulder of pub-
lic opinion and the framer of the common
mind)—and he takes up the pen to run a-ilt
:?linlt popular theories, and upset the tables
favorite fiction, or, rather, what he conceives
to be entire fiction. Hence we are told, in the
newapapers, the magazines, and in some new
blications of to-day, that the American In-
iang are a loathsome and dispusting race of
human beings, clad in rags, and wartuiag in

uttony when the ve succosaful in the
g i,n plunder, o!r ig':'heft. They ars -~
sented as devoid of every aifrib~+" ot'bnm:ﬂtml
of being naturally int=7ocle avave and trem:—gT
erous, givez to murder, theft, and all the vices
t can contaminate human nature ; utterl
incapable of civilization, and entirely beyond
the geath of Christign ipfluences. Army offi

cers, high in wha onght to lmhiy just
;:w*}‘ @zi‘;&“ judgment the ﬁ:mbﬁc {nt-
de, even gonq so far as 1o ex-

press opnbu,thnth-o_dyuyﬁ:r Gov-
nid hergold of Fudian troubles snd
i t0 exterminate the whole
sabre and of the bayo-
the people whom we have driven
-grenads, and built our cities,

er
chnpehes, aad
A . our farms, and
nﬁ gver the graves of their fathers.
how uncharitable the people of this day

And has it come to this, that
_no funds from her

much as Addison exceeds Teving in the far less |

him as the very soul of chivalry, the very quint-4

" | of the Baltimore and Ohio railroad located

-~ Alas! the.poor Indian! Is he doomed w
pass away frqan the face of the earth, and leave
oot & vestige of his onee noble race? True,
the Indians of to-day present many depraved,
loathsome, apd disgusting features, and have
coutracted many vices, But all, ur nearly nll,
ean be traced to the influence of civilization !
all to the machinations of the white man, whom,
I verily beliere, has done the Indian equally as
much harm s good. His examples for evii
have predominated over those for good ; while
he has introduced ayery form of vice incidental
w civilization, he bas almost entirely failed fo
impress aay of the great saving truths of mo-
rality and religion oo the minds of his red
brethren, or to lead them into the paths that
lead to ay’ improved, elevated, and refined state
of humanjty. I refer now more particularly
to the roving tribes, and not to those civilized
and semi-civdized nations who have settled in
the Todian teérritory lying between Kansas and
Texas, and west of Missouri and Arkansas. 1
may havesomething to say of these latter peo
ple at some fature time.

Of these xoving tribes I have now seen a
grent deal, hiviog been smong them, more or
leas, for yeveral yeari; and I like them. |
cannot beliewe, with the modern tourist and de-
lineator of lgdinn eharacter, that they are not
suseeptible of improvement and civilization.
I believe ahpt the right plan for treating snd
dealing with thewn has never been adopted. 1
koow that they have heretofore had more fire-
water, that bane of all mankind, dispensed to
them, thay Guspel; more viee and discase than
religion and morals. 1 know also that they
are naturallg a savage people, of savage ori.
gin, and thai from almost the earliest history
of our nation they have been meting out a ter-
rible retribution on the whites, the despoilers
of their homes ; that many acts of fiendish ero-
elty are sct ¢own against them ; that even nt
this day they often murder emigrants and fron
tier settles,iplunder, and steal. But when |
remember. thist these crimes, in nine cases out
of ten, are iustigated by wicked white men,
who often-ledd them on the war path, 1 can ex
claim, Ol* Ipdian, “ with all thy faults, I love
thee atill 1!

But I uavér could write when any one was
looking f;lr my shonlder. A * sweet sixteen”
ludian wiWiden bas stolen upon me, and now
stands, has features bright with curiosity and
satisfactic u, looking down into my book, to
learn whift 1 am doing. I have spread my
blankeét and .robe on the luxuriant grass, be-
neath thg shade of a pretty oak—not & large
osk—but'one whose green aund thick.folinged
boughs repch far out, and protect me from the
scorching’rays of the sun; sat me down, a b
Turk, bopk and pencil in hand, and have been
pencilling the foregoing thoughts in my jour.
nal, with the intention, of course, of transeri-
bing thenr for the Era.

An Indian, family, passing by, espied me at
my seribbfing; their curiosity was excited, and
they halted. to ascertain how the pale-face
amused bimgelf. Notbeiug obtrusive, they had
approached me quietly and respectfully; and
when I dijeovered them, they had taken their
positions s {ollows: About ten paces in front
stood the-patriareh, a stately Indian, tall and
straight o3 so arrow, attired in a pictaresque
costume, Buckskin legoins, fringed, and worked
with beads; a red culico shirt, or hlonse,
reaching 0 bis kuecs, while over his shoulders
gracefully. hung 8 snow-white blssket; from
his head wived several eagle feathers; his
bow and quiver of arrows suspended over his
left shoulded, leaning on his ﬁ:ng lance, and
soberly gazigg st me.

 His sqoaw, & portly matron, with faney leg.
gins, & whort calico dress, n red scarf, a pro-
lusion ofdgxuriant black hair hanging over her
shoulders, sat near her lord, giving suck to a
vude papoose. A little halfnaked boy of six
or seven summers stood by the side of kis
mother, with'a fingerin his month, aud Ipoking
very timié. "The youung maiden, probably the
ﬂrnt-burr.'_—af the family, was gaily attired with
all the fgrcica of Judian taste—her dress was
very pretty, snd so was she. Probably being
aware of ker heauty and her winning ways, she
had presuned to approach me, and look gver
my shoulder,

Haviug invited the family to seat themselves
around m.;, [ endeavored 10 muke them under-
staud what I'had been doing, and T believe I
succeeded. Whey all appeared greatly interesy
ed. I thea turned o some blank leaves in the
back part of my diary, and drew same raagh
pietures ¢, baffalo, antelope, and arher ;u.iu.;l_._
of the pfinsy of soldiers and Indians, hath

mounted gud on foot.  The pictures sesmad 10
please them muck, The maiden in particular
was in ecatasos of dolight.  But when [ drew a
tashionable belle in the modern style, love-ofa-
bonuet, haogs, flounces, and all, she looked at
her (the picture) a long time with o puzzled

and perplaxed air. She took the book, turped
it up-side down, and viewed the drawiang from
every point of view, but conld wnke nothing
out of 1t. She then Eui her finger to the top ol
the picture, and ssked me if that was not a
squaw crawling out at the top of & wigwam.
When 1 explined that the figure represcuted a
white man's danghter in full dyess, she became
intensely Dityresied | ran to u thicket clase hy,
pracured Jesersl lang withes, borawed ber
tuther's blinket, proceeded 10 manuficture her-
sell’ an ingngoee Looped-skirt in an incredible
short space <of time, and having donued it
strutted and flirted around, to the great amuse-
ment of all.

The father and daughter both wnderstood a
little Euglish and a little Spayish ; but, in their
ul.l.eﬂ;pl.s at l:run;ersauon, they mixed the ywo
together 80 much as to be soarcely intelligible.
When I asked tlie ol wan mgw queirions
about the uge of his dgughter, he offered io sell
her to mg foy two borses and a Mayuard rifle |
had be we, provided I would promise ta take
her to my home, and treat her well, He evi-
dently thought he was offering me a very great
bargain, for whem I respectfully dec]mef the
purchase, Lis colintengnce fell, and he seemed
offended. “ Bweet Sixteen " regarded me stend-
ly for sume moments, her large, soft yes wide
open with astauishmgut, urd theg, w2} nouting
lips and a coquettish air, " ed her face from
me,

m:,:.i.'a“h. ‘common for some of these Indian

w sell their daughtera. There is scarcely
a trader among them that has vot from one to
three. I'am told that the young women like to
be sold to white men. 1 do not blame them,
because the white men feed, clothe, and treat
them much better than the lords of their own

¥ | race, and do not work them so hard.

About three thousand Indians—Texas Re-
serve Indians, the fragments of five or six
tribea—are encamped just across the plain, at
the margin of the forest, and about three miles
distant from our camp.

But, to give you further information respect-
ing these wild people, or to give you an idea of
the beauty of this country, I must write another
letter.,

I named this plain myself, and therefore you
need not look for it on any map.

Truly yours, Gur Oixiear.

Raitroaps 15 ViekciNia. — The advanced
sheets of the report on the ralroads of Virginia
for 1859 show in operation—including 287 miles
in
the State—1,438 miles of main line of railroad.
Across the State, east and west from Ports-
mouth, via Richmond, Staunton, and Coving-
ton, to the. mouth of the Big Sandy, on the
Ohio river, the railrond distance is 532 miles,
of which distance 297 miles completed are
:xd‘mud by three compaunies owning connected

A bachelor friend of ours left s bandinr
hotise in which there was & number of old
maids, on account of “the miserable fair set
before him at the table.”
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LETTER m! CHINA.

Macao, Carxa, July 2, 1859.
T the Editor of the National Era:

The traffic in coolies has recently attracted
more than usual attention. Cireulars have been
issued by the Chinese, denouncing those engag-
ed in the busimess, and warnivg the ignorant
snd unwary. Proclamations have been issued
by the Mandarins, threatening severe penalties
against any who are found guilty. The allied
commissioners of France and England, who
govern the city of Caoton, have also issued a
proclamation in Chinese, advising the people
that they do uot sauction the practice of steal-
ing men, and they assure the people of their as-
sistance when called upon. Numerous stories
of men kidnapped, and the schemes for ensnar-
ing the young and unwary, have excited the

public mind, and have resulted in the above
demonstrations, and in others of a more violent
character.

The city of Macao is one of the prineipal
headquurters of the coolie traflic in China. It
ia a Portuguese city, and has been occupied by
that pation for about three hundred years,
The streets and houses resemble those of a city
in Southern Europe. It is situated abont nine-
tymiles south of Canton, and forty miles west

of Hong Kong. The climste is delightful, aud
has long been a summer resort for the families
of merchants and for invalids in sesrch of
health. The population of the city consists of
about 5,000 Portuguese, and 40,000 Chinese,
together with a few English, American, Freuch,
Dutch, Spanish, Parsees, &e.

In former times, the trade of Macao was very
great, and ber merchants lived like prinees in
maguificent residences, affording all the luxu-
ries required in & tropical elimate. But her
glory has departed. Her maguib cent churches
and spacious dwellings still tell of her former
power and pride j but the degenerated descend-
ants of ambitious and energetic ancestors show
how great changes have been wrought by Pope-
ry, the climate, and erime.

This is a short sketch of the city which has
become within three years the headquarters of
a traffic in human flesh, which is becoming so
exlensive as 1o require an investigation into itg
charaoter.

Being here for & short time, in pursait of
health, I desired to examine the barracoons,
and !earn something of the modus operandi of
the business. A favorable opportmuity offered,
and on yesterday I accompanied my friend the
Rev. Mr. A, of Houg Kong, whe was looking
for six men that bad been kiduapped st
Swatow, in the eastein part of this province.

There are five or six depots for the receplion
of cogliss, but only one ia eceupied at ihis
Wime. Several ofthese barracoons were former-
Iy the residences of princely merchants.

~ We had bus hittle difficulty in paining ndmis-
8100 when our object was not known, ss there
isa desire 1o exhibit the good order and com-
fort and happiaess enjoyed by the Qoolies. It
was said that about five hundred men were in
at the time of our visit. They had comfortable,
clean, and siry quarters, nufly had the appear
ance of being well fed, and extornal circum-
stances seemed quite favorahle; and bad we
been satislied, we might bave gone AWAY as
others have dowe, and sung a siren song over
the sufferings of wer fellow men. Bot we wiahed
to see undoy the surface, and we were enahbled
to d_‘. ml.-;’lmmune we could speak 1o the prison-
es in their own language; e asked as ma,y
as we could how they came to be there, gnd
g_nch Que answered, “ I was deceived, delyded.”
Lo 708 want 1o po home again? They nnswer,
* Yes, but 1 have no mouey, and how can 1.7
When w:il_ you come back from this foreign
Inud o which yon sre going? Thia they could

not answer. Une man offered to serve me
three or four years, without wages, il 1 would get
him ouk

We were not, however, permitted to quesdon
the poor fellows very long. It was soon diseoy-
ored that we could talk with them, and ‘we wore
closely watched by Portugnese guards, about o
-fuzet! of whom were constantly meving ubout,
carrying rattang, with which to enforee order.
We also noticed that if any of the coolies talked
with us, his number was at once taken down,
for the purpose, no doubs, of giving him such
pu:unhmunt s Wou'd prevent a repelition of the
act.

_ Our vighi in the moruing was one of observa-
tion,  Maviug obtained authority from the pro-
curador, or judge, we returned in the afternoon
to lcok for the wen songht by my friend. Now
we saw displayed the cloven foot of the bea st
With wpecial authority to enter the, barrac-son,
every effort was used to prevent us. M. I,.rge:'
the ownen, !xjcmnu enraged. The l'o-_;ngu“;
agents and interpreters stormed nr,g foamed
Bat we would take no denial. After some time'
we succeeded in getting in, hat we were !'ul-.
lowed by the excited crowd of Portuguese and
by L!m Ku&n]a, §0 that Autthing like a fair in-
vestigntion was out of the question. My friend
could not speak %k any one unless he was
overawed by Uy prerence of his masters ; and
when 1 wid allempt to speak to a man, he
was theust awny, nnd forbidden to utter & word,

After continning our fruitless efforts long
enough, we retired, filled with melancholy re.
flections on the scenes we had witnessed. Ther o
were over five hundred men and boys (many of
them between 14 and 20) imprisoned witk, no
bope of escape, and yet no erime was ch
sgainst them. They were to be transpogied to
a fureign land, (Cuba,) from which t',ere was
0o hope of return. More than 9,0°90 coolies
have been shipped from Macno w'thin the last
six months, and the condition of those we saw
was the condition of all.

The means used to calleet these men ex-
hibits the disholieal rature of the busiuess.
Agents are employed who go about the coun-
try to gatbtr up sech as sre soitable. The
agent gets about $20 per head. Now, this is halfl
a year's woges; and if he gets one coolie, he
can live that long without work. If he obtains
yix men, be receives & sum of money which
will make him rich in comparison with the
masses of laboring men. Now, let it be ob-
served that a very large reward is offered to
avaricious men, and these men have no ssnse
of moral rea‘ionaibilit.y to restrain them from
any means that may be necessary to secure
their victims; and in the midst of & population
5o dease, it is easy 10 find many unsuspecting
victims. Every possible scheme to decoy the
unwary is used, but perhaps the most common
is as follows: The coolie agent finds & man out
of employ, and informa bim that he has a friend
in Macao who will give him work and high
wages. He promises to take him to the place,
and soon the poor tellow finds himself a prison-
er. Another plan is to take advautage of the
gambling propensities of the Chinese. Ti,e
cuolie agent lends money to & man to gan,ble
with; he loses; the agent says, pay me that
mouey or follow me. He has him in his power.

and takes him to the barracoon, and gets 51.'
ceward. Cases of actual kidnappiog are nu-
merous, and it is not strange theg it should be
40, wh;n tolgﬂ!d a w‘laloptlf-lm is offered to
men who value mone ve & other

If the devices used to! e g
have been shi
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